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A very virgin In her face was seen,

And, had she moved, a living maid had been :

One would have thought she could have stirred,,

but strove                                                     15

With modesty, and was ashamed to move*
Art, hid with art, so well performed the cheat,
It caught the carver with his own deceit
He knows 'tis madness, yet he must adore,
And still  the more   he  knows  it, loves  the

more;                                                            20

The flesh, or what so seems, he touches oft,
Which feels so smooth, that he believes it soft,
Fired with this thought, at once he strained the

breast.

And on the lips a burning kiss impressed.
Tis true, the hardened breast resists the gripe,   25
And the cold lips return a kiss unripe;
But when, retiring back, he looked again,
To think it ivory was a thought too mean;
So would believe she kissed, and courting more,
Again embraced her naked body o'er;                 so

And, straining hard the statue, was afraid
His hands had made a dint, and hurt his maid;
Explored her, limb by limb* and feared to find
So rude a gripe had left a livid mark behind.
With flattery now lie           her mind to move,   55

And now with gifts, the powerful bribes of love:
He furnishes her closet first; and fills
The crowded shelves with rarities of shells;
Adds orient pearls, which from the conchs lie

drew,

And all the sparkling stones of various hue;       40
And parrots, imitating human tongue,*1'
And singing-birds in silver cages hung;

TJhe parrots are of Dryden's introduction.